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" . . . it costs more, too — but Luckies pay the

I

price!" says Joe Cuthrell, tobacco auctioneer

"'T-1 HERE'S no two ways about it—the lighter, milder
J- tobacco comes high, and Luckies pay the price to
get it. That's why most auctioneers, buyers and warehousemen—fellows like me, who actually see the sales
—smoke Luckies as a matter of course!"
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In buying tobacco, you get what you pay for. And inde- fl
pendent tobacco experts tell you that Luckies pay
higher prices to get the finer, the lighter, the naturally
milder leaf. So whv not decide to smoke the smoke to
bacco experts smoke ? Next time, ask for Lucky Strike.
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John Nerber

The River
It was early morning, and at the foot of the
cottage, the little river ran past, gurgling over
the stones.
George looked at the river. It ran along as
it always had since he had been here, swirling
about the stones. The foam patch on the pool
swung idly around and around. A fish thrust it
self half out of the pool for a fly and sank back
with a little splash.
The water fighting the stones drew his atten
tion again. Day after day, the same conflict of
will wrestling with the resistant stone, making
the same noises. As George watched, what had
been at the back of his mind came forward sud
denly. May. The quarrel with May. He knew
what had brought it to his mind.
Yesterday they quarreled. Over petty griev
ances, in irritation, they quarreled about nothing
actually, about their relationship in reality, with
out ever mentioning it. May had said little. In
both their minds was the fact that they were
quarreling about nothing really except themselves,
what they were, what they were to each other.
It had rained for a week, and George felt the
strain. He was reading a book, turning the pages
slowly, one after the other, without retaining any
thing in his mind. May wanted a fire in the open
earth, and tried to build a fire, but the wood
Was wet> and she sat back upon her haunches with
oke-tears in her eyes, swearing. George threw
e k°°k uI*>n the table, and, pushing her out of
1 e way, a little roughly, he remembered, built the
fire.
They quarreled. They were both sick of the
George said he was sick of the river, the
c°ttage, the vacation, and everything else. The
ot:(:a8e Was May's, and he knew what she felt
fain.

ApRlL,

1941

about the river. She looked at him intently and
turned away. George went for a walk in the rain.
Later, she questioned him. She had been think
ing about it.
"Why, George? Why do you hate it so? God
knows, I have done everything I could to make
you happy. If you don't like it here, we can go
back to the city."
How could he explain to her that it was not
the cottage nor the river, but May herself, who
exhausted him, that it was something deeper,
something that transcended a matter of mere scen
ery and weather, without explaining that scenery
and weather both played their part. He was help
less.
"Do you think that going back to the city
would help it? Its not this, May," he said, "its
us.
She understood immediately what he meant.
She must plan on nothing with him. It was over
between them; she felt a sense of relief. She liked
him perhaps more for his honesty, and accepted it,
knowing that it was true.
She began talking then, to help him; she talk
ed not about them, but about other things, the
river and the cottage, what it meant to her, what
it gave her in peace and contentment. He listen
ed, and was sorry that he had said what he had
earlier. But he could not be dishonest enough to
say that he felt differently now, than he had then.
She spoke of herself in terms that he did not
quite understand: she spoke of the river in
mystical terms, which he did not understand at all,
but which he respected, in May, as a woman's in
tuitive relationship with what he regarded as the
sophistries of truth. All things had some sort of
relationship in the world; but their value differ3

ed in the eyes of different people, and he said so,
referring to her use of the river as a private symbol.
She realized that he did not understand what
she meant and changed the subject. To May, it
indicated the status of their relationship, that
they were in so little sympathy with each other's
private emotions and faiths.
2

So George lay awake beside May and listened
to the sound of the water, to which he could not
reconcile himself. He heard the birds in the early
morning woods, and the cowbells, without being
conscious of them above the noise of the water.
Such is the power of things grown beyond their
real proportions.
Sunlight had flooded the uncurtained sleeping
porch, and the air was fresh and sweet. Dispite
May, George felt cleansed and refreshed as he lay
beside her on the porch.
He turned to May sleeping soundly on her
back. She lay with only a light sheet covering her
nakedness in the morning sun. She had thrown
off the blanket entirely, and lay, lax and inviting.
Whatever else she was, he felt she was a woman
who knew how to lay on a bed.
One foot and thigh, as well as part of her
breast, were bared by her nocturnal movements. He
was conscious of the shape of the flesh, and the
fine hair that covered the upper thigh and the leg;
he saw the breast, relaxed with sleep, and shadow
ed by the blood beneath the delicate surface. Dis
pite himself, he felt himself moving back along
the road from which he had come. He shook his
head, and followed with his eyes the line of her
throat up to her head. Her lids were swollen
with sleep, and the moist mouth, slightly open,
stirred in him the desire to cover it with his own.
He took a lock of her honey coloured hair between
his fingers, marveling again at its fine texture. The
thought went quickly through his mind — if she
could only be like this forever.
"May," he said half aloud.
May stirred, wetting her lips with tongue; she
opened her eyes, and turning towards George
smiled.
"Oooh, good morning, Darling," she said, and
4

reached out to him with her arms.
He kissed her, quickly, impulsively, and looked
into her eyes from the distance of their combin
ed noses. He thought with a shock of conscious
recognition, while his lips touched hers, how little
anyone knew the nature of eyes belonging to those
with whom one was long familiar.
May's eyes, for instance, — unable to tear his
eyes away and so prolonging the contact — were
spheres containing in their centers — the black
pupils — as much of his face as they could en
compass. They were centers of a universe in
which he felt himself imprisoned. As his face
closed out the light, her pupils dilated, and the
iris, blue and deep as sea water, retreated. George
wavered; the sound of the water spilling over the
stones, crashed on his ears. He was lost, he had
stared directly into the whirpool from which no
man was safe; immersed in which, no man could
ever return, uninjured, to his previous state.
May sighed and moved towards George, push
ing away the impending sheet, but George tore
himself away and left the bed. May watched the
sun upon his body. She made a little noise deep
in her throat, full of happiness and drowsy con
tent. She had apparently forgotten the day be
fore.
George looked out across the river. He wanted
to escape; he had not forgotten yesterday, because
the sun, today, was shining. He wanted to get
back into his inviolate shell, untouchable an
secure. May had gotten inside, and he did not
want her inside. He no longer could be objective
about May.
It had happened, this intrusion of May s, the
breach had grown, imperceptably at first,
passion had weakened his defense, and desire a
torn it down.
May would try to hold him by their physica
tradition. May would recognize yesterday as a
terrible mistake; and feeling that he knew May,
he did not as yet know how far she would go in
her efforts. She had been caught off guard,
texture of the day before was sufficient **
for George to end his relation with May, an
May would recognize it in its implications.
(Continued on Page 20)
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E. F. McGuire

The Light
The room was a small one, but the thick layers
of smoke and the smoke-straited cones of light
fastened to the green reflectors hanging from the
ceiling made the room even smaller. Over the wet
bar hunched a row of men, unmoving and silent,
the bartender slowly sneaking his drink behind
it. "Straight," broke the silence as a man in the
corner drew a pile of red and blue chips to him
from the center of the table. Someone rustled
uneasily at the bar, another's foot slid off the
rail slapping the wet floor. A third pushed him
self away from the bar into the middle of the
room, the smoke from the now dead butts on the
floor swirling after him. He staggered imbecilicly
to the door, swinging it open with a violent jerk.
It slammed shut behind him, the cold air from the
outside running riot with the smoke. At the other
end of the room, an overdressed man entered
through a closed door, switching off a light be
hind him. He staggered to the table singing,
Hello, Joe, What daya know?", leaned over
°ne of the players until the player stood up and
slammed him into a corner. He lay there . . .
still. Still the suspension lasted. Suddenly the
lights went out, and a short streak of orange ap
peared in the corner, while immediately a crash
ing roar blotted it out. A woman screamed on the
second floor, a door slammed in the back of the
house. The front door opened and the men filtered through it into the damp cold outside. The
street light streamed through the window catch,n8 the letters of "Huber's Cafe", distorted them
acr°ss the bar and the floor.
A keg-shaped globe over the back door showe a shadow emerging from the house. The door
^lut, the light flashed out. The shade eased
rom the door to the back of a nearby house.
0 fences obstructed his passage from one
AP*U,
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back yard to another. The form made its
way along the backs of the houses grotesque
ly and uneasily. Now and then the covered
steps to the basement would trip him, garbage
cans would clatter as he ran into them, clothes
lines jerked him erect, he broke through the thin
ice of water-filled ruts. But nothing was so ter
rifying as the brilliant light which flashed in be
tween the houses into the back yards. There it
flashed again between two houses a little way
down the block, then again. He stumbled blindly
past cellar steps and stinking garbage cans, ducked
clothes lines, slipping on the ice meanwhile. Down
to the end of the row, and then a single sidewalk
brought him on to the street in the middle of the
block.
The roar of the city was dim. The noisy gears
of cars, the blaring of horns in a jangling, nerveracking echo, the far off grind of a street car mov
ing along on the main run all seemed distant.
Rain had begun to fall, the trees began to drip
noisily, the section was residential and there was
no noise, either from the street or the houses
lining the street. They were all the same. He
looked about. Nothing, not even a light in a sec
ond floor window to attract him. Horns still blar
ed in the distance, the dripping trees became
noisier. Minutes passed until a street-car ground
around the corner. He stepped into the street
and waited until it stopped. The doors clashed
open and he stepped in just as a Ford Coupe sung
by on the right. "Crazy bastard," was the con
ductor's comment, shutting the door and throw
ing forward the electrical switch. The passenger
moved to the end of the empty car, and as it
gathered speed, his head swung back and forth
with the row of straps standing passengers use for
(iContinued on Page 23)
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Walter Elder

Spirit of St. Lewis
The third and fourth grades had drawing on
Fridays between the last recess and four o'clock.
Every one including the teachers was awfully tir
ed of school by Friday afternoon, and drawing
was just a way to keep the pupils busy while the
teachers made out their weekly reports. This time
was the first day for art since the Christmas va
cation, and Miss Clemens had hit upon what she
thought was an excellent plan for the drawing
lesson. She sent the fourth grade to the board
and told them to draw all the things that they
had gotten as presents for Christmas.
Paul and Roger took places together at the side
board where Miss Clemens would have to crane
her neck to watch them very carefully. Roger
was a new boy in the fourth grade. He had
moved into the house across the river from Paul's
farm only three weeks ago. Paul met him at the
end of the south river road where he and his sister
waited for the bus. One day Paul's dad sent him
over to the farm across the river, and he had spent
a whole hour with Roger making caves in the mow
full of baled hay. Since then the two boys had
played together more and more until now they
sat together in school, ate their lunch together,
and in their spare time they coasted, built snow
men, skated on the river, and took turns playing
games, which they had made up, in each other's
barns. Roger was the only boy near Paul's age
within two miles, and he was very pleased that
they got along so well together. Neither was
much stronger or faster or smarter than the other,
and there hadn't been a single fight between them.
Paul and Roger had both asked for the same
"big" present at Christmas. It was a model air
plane construction set which was named after their
hero's airplane, "The Spirit of St. Louis." Af
ter several tries to draw an airplane, they held a
whispered conference, which drew a tap on the
6

desk from Miss Clemens, and decided to draw the
box which the set had come in. Paul finished his
first and looked over to see how Roger was com
ing along. Roger was just putting the printing
on the box, and he spelled it out, "T-H-E
S-P-I-R-I-T O-F S-T. L-E-W-I-S." He stepped
back and looked at his own drawing and then
glanced over at Paul's. Paul's was "L-O-U-I-S."
They looked at each other, and Paul formed the
words with his lips silently, "You're wrong."
Roger shook his head and answered, "No. You
are." Paul held his chalk up and dropped it on
the floor. Roger let his eraser fall and while they
were bending over to pick them up they whispered
to each other.
"It's L-O-U-I-S, not L-E-W-I-S."
"No it isn't. My uncle is named Lewis and
that's the way he spells his name."
"This is different, though. This is the name
of Lindy's plane."
"Paul! Stop that talking. Do your own work
and quit bothering Roger."
They straightened up and stood looking at the
board. Paul glanced at Miss Clemens to see if
she had gone back to her writing and tried to
figure out a way to correct Roger's mistake. He
knew that Lewis was wrong. He could see the
name on the box as plain as anything. Besides
he had read the book, "We," and he remember
ed distinctly the way the name of the plane was
spelled. Roger didn't seem to
care about Paul's spelling and he
was starting to draw a jackknife.
Paul made a stab at Roger's
word with his eraser, but Roger
pushed his hand aside after the
word was half-erased. The mis
take had to be corrected, and even

J
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though Paul knew that the noise would attract
Miss Clemen's attention, he gave Roger a shove
and erased the rest of "Lewis." Roger had been
off-balance, and when Paul pushed him he tripped
over one of the little red chairs which lined the
side of the room and hit his head against the
chalk trough. Paul was starting to put in the
right spelling of the word, but he stopped when
Roger began to cry and he heard the desk chair
being pushed back as Miss Clemens got up and
started over to the blackboard.
"What's going on back here?"
"Paul pushed me and erased my drawing."
"I did not — I mean he spelled Louis wrong."
Miss Clemens looked at the drawing with the
word erased, then looked at Roger, and grabbed
Paul by the ear.
"You've been causing a disturbance all after
noon. Why don't you mind your own business?"
"I didn't mean to hurt him, but he was wrong.
I was trying to fix a word that he had wrong."
"What was the word, Roger?"
"It was Lewis, and I spelled it just like my
uncle spells it. L-E-W-I-S."
That sounds all right to me."
"You're crazy. That's not the way to spell it."
Paul didn't mean that Miss Clemens was
crazy, but she took it that way, and Paul knew
now that he was really in for it. For three years
his parents and all the older people had told him
that "the teacher was always right." He had
never disputed it, but now any one could see that
he was right and that Miss Clemens and Roger
were wrong. If they'd just let him explain. There
wasn't any chance of that now because Miss
Clemens got awfully red in the face, grabbed Paul,
and with jerks and pushes marched him out of the
room, up the stairs and into the principal's office.
Paul began to be afraid. He had never been in
any serious trouble because he had always studied
hard and had been properly meek and respectful
around the teachers.
The principal was a large bearded man who
was noted for his quick temper and his long wind
ed speeches in Sunday School. Paul had heard
from the older boys that he whipped the students
with a piece of rubber hose. Miss Clemens talked
t0 Mr. Lynn and told him that Paul had been disAPRIL, 1941

respectful and had been causing trouble all day.
Mr. Lynn listened and turned to Paul with an
annoyed glance. He had nearly finished with his
weekly attendance report and now this had to
happen to interrupt him.
He stared at Paul and then asked him,
"Well, sir, what do you have to say for your
self. Who do you think you are talking to a
teacher that way?"
"It wasn't that, sir. There was a word wrong
which she didn't see was wrong. I was trying to
change it."
"He is not telling the truth, Mr. Lynn. He
interfered with another pupil's work, knocked
the pupil down, and then told me that I was
crazy."
Paul couldn't believe what he heard. They
were making him out to look very bad. Couldn't
they understand that all he was trying to do was
to correct Roger's mistake? He hadn't meant to
hurt him, and he hadn't meant that Miss Clemens
was crazy.
"Call Roger. He'll tell you what it was really
about, Mr. Lynn."
"Don't you think that I believe Miss Clemens ?"
Paul saw now that the only chance he had to
get out of this mess was to get a hold of Roger
and have him explain about how the word was
really spelled. Of course Roger would see that
he was wrong and that the word was spelled
L-O-U-I-S and not the way that he had spelled it.
He couldn't do it today, but he would see Roger
on the bus or at least when they went over to McDorman's barn to-morrow to play with the two
kids that lived in the tenant house. This was the
first disagreement that he and Roger had had, but
he knew that when he showed the box to Roger
they could explain to Miss Clemens on Monday.
Mr. Lynn was pretty mad right now because
he was used to having the pupils say right away
that they were wrong and that they were sorry.
Paul knew that he was right, and although he
didn't dare say it he thought that Miss Clemens
ought to apologize to him. He was honestly sur
prised when Mr. Lynn asked him to tell both
Roger and Miss Clemens that he was wrong and
that he would apologize.
7

"But I was right, sir. They were wrong."
"Young man, don't be insolent. You've al
ready been disrespectful and caused a lot of
trouble. You have your choice of getting a whip
ping or going around to all the rooms and telling
every body what you have done and that you are
sorry."
Paul had never been whipped and the stories
about the whippings that Mr. Lynn was supposed
to give had scared him. He knew that he could
go around and tell every body what he was sup
posed to say without believing it himself. He
told himself that he wasn't afraid of the whip
ping, but that it just wasn't worth a whipping.
Miss Clemens took him by the arm and led him
around to the different rooms. Paul kept saying
to himself, "I know that I am right. Teachers
are not always right. I'm right this time. The
whole thing will be straightened out Monday."
On the third floor were the twelfth, eleventh,
tenth, and ninth grades. In each room Paul made
his speech with his eyes on the floor.
"I am a trouble-maker and I have been dis
respectful to Miss Clemens. I am sorry and I will
not do it again."
He felt very little discomfort until he came to
the seventh-grade room. As he came in he looked
up for a minute and saw his sister sitting in the
first row. At once he realized that she would
tell his dad and his mother and then trouble
would really begin. If only he could get Roger
to set everything all right. He felt tears coming
to his eyes and he had to swallow hard to keep
from crying. The whole thing was so silly when
he thought about it. Why couldn't any one see
that it was all a mistake?
The round of apologies was finished and Paul
was taken back to his own room. He was put on
one of the little red chairs in the front of the room
where every one could look at him. Just as in
the other rooms every one snickered and nodded
his head when Miss Clemens said that Paul had
been a bad boy and that he should be put in front
of every one so that they could see what an in
telligent young man he was, and that he knew
more than the teachers. Paul didn't mind that
because he had done the same thing. Pupils who
were reprimanded by the teachers were the object
8

of scorn because no one dared to disagree with
the teacher. Then he looked at Roger, and he
saw that he was laughing too. He stared at Roger
intently and tried to discover some glance of
sympathy from him, but Roger looked away and
gave no indication that they were still pals. Paul
realized that he must see Roger after school and
get this thing cleared up. Roger would under
stand, and they could tell Miss Clemens Monday.
After school Miss Clemens kept Paul until
his bus came so that he was too late to sit beside
Roger. He was looking around for him as the
bus pulled out when he heard Roger talking to
the other boys and laughing about how Paul had
gotten into trouble. Paul had waited for the
time when he could see Roger after school and
show him that it wasn't really his fault. But now
Roger was laughing at him. He was acting like
a wounded hero. He was telling everybody that
Paul thought that he was pretty smart, and that the
way to spell Lewis was L-E-W-I-S, anybody knew
that. His uncle spelled it that way and he could
prove it.
Paul felt tears coming again, and he turned to
his lunchbox to get an orange that he hadnt
eaten at noon. He wasn't mad at Roger, but he
had counted so much on having him stick by him
at least. His sister had bawled him out, but he
knew that she wouldn't understand. She had won
the cup for having the best grade in deportment
for the last three years in a row. He opened his
lunch-box, and then he burst out crying. All the
troubles of the day had gathered into this moment,
and Paul couldn't be brave any longer. He had
grabbed the wrong lunch-box. It was just like his
except for the place where the name was scratched
on, and he recognized it as belonging to the big fatcolored boy who sat in the back of the room. Paul
was awfully clean, and the thought of having
touched the waxed paper which had been used
to wrap the colored boy's sandwiches was more
than he could stand right now. What would he
do for his lunch on Monday?
Every one laughed at his crying, and even
Roger made some nasty remark about sissies who
thought they were so smart. Paul asked the driver
to stop the bus, and he got off and walked the
(Continued on Page 24)
HIKA for

Robert Weaver

The Line
Hell, he thought. He wondered how Christ
mas would be at home. Home — he shouldn't
think of it. He remembered how it was. His
mother used to make ginger cookies. He loved
them. God, how he wished he could get ginger
cookies in this lousy country.
Christmas Eve. It was just two years and three
and a half months ago that he passed over that
Line. The Line that was to cut his life from that
country that only now he knew he loved. He re
membered the night. He was scared. Plenty
scared. The Line was the Line between heaven
and hell that night. He had been hiding three days
and three nights in an aroya about three miles out
of Nogales, just over the ridge a way from the
Nogales Tucson road. It rained he remembered,
and the aroya began to run. He decided then
that he would try to make it. The border was
covered sure. Tight. He tried it. He had stood
by the back shed of the railroad station for about
four hours. He had watched the Mexicans across
the Line and had wondered if he could ever get across without being seen. He had to. He'd figured
Maybe he had been reading too many westerns,
trying to go across at Nogales instead of out in
the hills. He'd get shot if he crossed in open
country, though. Here there was too much traffic
to watch carefully and he at least wouldn't be
topping any fast lead.
That seemed a long time ago. If it hadn't
been for the Mexico City Limited shuttling to
pick up the odd cars from across the Line he'd
be in a real jail. Funny he should spend his two
)ears and three and a half months in a recondi
tioned Mexican jail. Reconditioned into a smooth
eat place run by a Greek. Nick was a wonderful
8uy and he knew the right people. He rememered how he ran from the under-rods of the train
t° the flood ditch and hid in the half full out-let.
APRIL, 1941

He could still be picked up he'd thought. He
heard of guys being sent back across the Line by
Mexican generals. Everbody in Mexico in a sol
dier suit was a general and they all would send
you back across the Line unless you paid them off.
He couldn't pay them off. He had finally gotten
cold and when you get cold you do funny things.
The muddy water. No food. Cold. He couldn't
get his breath. He got up out of that Mexican
cesspool, climbed the wall of the flood ditch and
ran. He ran fast and smacked right into a big
man.
Nick had paid off the gringo chasers. Now it
was Christmas Eve, two years and three and a
half months he'd been in Nick's place. It was a
jail he didn't mind being in. If he was across
the Line he'd be in a real one. If he wasn't dead.
He liked the painted rock walls of the one-time
Mexican jail. It made a swell restaurant and all
the dudes came over and lots of the flashy bunch
from across the Line. Nick was a plenty smart
Greek and he knew his Mexican food. He had
game food and Mexican hot dishes that couldn't
be found any place. He bought the old Nogales
Senora jail-house from a guy that stored grain in
it and then painted it up. He had a tough time at
first cause the greasers sold him dead meat and
he didn't know the difference. That's one rea
son Nick liked the kid — he knew dead game
meat. The kid remembered how surprised old
Nick was when he told him that first night that
the prize quarter vension he had hanging was dog
chow. The kid had hunted with his dad in the
Santa Ritas and his dad knew meat. The kid could
spot good game at a glance and he figured he
could help Nick. He did too.
Now it was Christmas Eve and Nick was say
ing, more garlic on those toast rolls and drain the
grease off the tortillas tostadas. Americans don't
9

like grease. Nick felt good tonight. He liked
Christmas. Lots of dudes. He made some good
friends out of his customers. One old guy espec
ially. He used to come in always and have some
turtle soup and joke with Nick. Nick was yelling
now. He was sore because the turtles were late.
He had a shipment due from Hermosillo. "Sillos
— pronto," he was saying. He put lots of extra
chairs in for tonight. The tables looked good
the kid thought. Funny all the people coming
over here across the Line for Christmas Eve. Most
Americans had turkey and cranberries for Christ
mas. He wanted game food for his Christmas.
He often planned how it would be when he got
back across the Line. Nick used to tell him —
sure kid you'll get back, when things blow over.
He didn't say that much any more. He just al
ways would keep telling him to go in the back
room and strip down some antelope or cut up
bear steaks, especially when Jesus came in. Nick
bought off all the damn Mex police except Jesus.
Jesus didn't like Nick cause Nick didn't give him
free mescal. Nick didn't like him around either.
He was always drunk. Bad for gringo trade. Nick
made the kid hang pretty close to the Cavern on
account of Jesus mostly. He can make plenty
trouble for you kid, plenty trouble. You stay here
nights. I need you around here anyway.
The kid was listening to Pablo and his boys
strumming out Celito Lindo on their hand made
guitars. Specially when they were strumming
something kind of sad. He liked to sit there in
the corner by the bar and listen to Pablo sing and
the boys strum. He'd sit there every night and
think about when he could go back across the Line.
His Christmas dinner wouldn't be any turkey and
cranberries. He'd have a real meal, straight Mex.
He liked their food — that's all. He'd have
turtle soup, lots of it. A shot of tequilla first to
sharpen up his tasters. He didn't like it at first,
it was bitter. One time he drank lots and got
drunk — after that it tasted good. It made him
sort of warm inside and sharpened up his tasters.
Tequilla, turtle soup, and maybe, seeing how it
was Christmas he'd have fresh Guaymos
oysters or shrimp before his soup. He thought
shrimp would go better, oysters were too slippery
10

going down and he liked the hot sauce on the
shrimp better anyhow. He'd have some greens
then, sour lettuce and water-cress, or maybe some
cold frijoles and tomatoes. Funny how the dudes,
the flashy eastern Americans figured Mexico was
all dried up and all you could get was dirty tor
tillas and beans to eat. Hell, he'd like to see any
of those fancy New York places top old Nick's
place. He didn't rob you when you came in
either. Let's see, tequilla, shrimp, turtle soup,
greens, and then a top cut of young antelope and
dove giblet gravy with tabasco and brunya sauce.
God how he loved it. And these dudes thought
they knew what Christmas dinner was. Mexico
dried up. He'd have so many fresh vegetables
they'd come out his ears and he wouldn't mop up
his gravy with white man's bread either. Hot
tortillas, as big as saddle blankets, all rolled up
and just dripping with hot sauce. He'd eat until
his belly swelled up and ached. Yeh, then he'd
wash it down with tequilla and eat some more.
Tacos, quacamole, enchiladas, potatoes tostados
with meat grease. Like a king he'd eat — stuff
himself. He'd be free, too. Free to hunt and
shoot his own meat. Up in the Santa Ritas. High
up where he and his pop used to hunt. God. God.
God. — why couldn't he get out of this lousy
country.
Nick called him — kid, he said, slip out through
the bar and run over to the Sud Pacifico. Find out
where in the name of all that's good to eat are my
fresh turtles. Take it easy kid and come right
back.
He didn't run. He was thinking. Thinking
that he didn't have a desert figured out for his
Christmas dinner. That one was tough. Nick al
ways gave the dudes plum pudding or ice cream.
Somehow that just didn't fit. He crossed the street
by the perfume shop and went through the square
by the movie house. What would be the real thing
to put the top on a full belly? He always ha
trouble with deserts. For the end of his Christ®*5
dinner he'd have something that wouldn t ruin
all that went before, like most deserts, His mom
. He
would make him some pie or ginger cookies
shouldn't think of his mom and ginger coo e »
but Nick said he would go back some day w
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things blew over. He turned down a dirty alley
and a grubby greaser slinked up to sell him some
grubbier pictures of nudes. These Mex bums
pester the hell out of everybody white.
It was too light around the Sud Pacifico sta
tion. He didn't want to be seen much somehow.
Nick knew what he was doing though. What
could he have for desert on that Christmas din
ner of his ? He wondered if Jesus might be around
and what he should do if he saw him. He slipped
across the tracks and up to the station. A little
kid in dirty rags and broken-down huaraches came
running up and yelled for him to buy some
matches, senor, real Mjexican wax matches. He
threw the chicito a peso and he ran away sort of
singing—gracious senor, muchos, muchos gracious.
It bothered the kid to have it so light around the
station. He could see the customs hut just a few
hundred yards beyond the station and the Line
just beyond that. Lots of people going back and
forth. If he could only get across to stay. To
morrow he'd have a real Christmas dinner — Mex
style all right but without their damn country
around it or Jesus to worry about. What would
he have for desert. What would he have for —
Buenos noches, keed. The kid froze up. What
in God's name should he do ? That drunken Mex
ican was out to get him sure. Hello Jesus. —
Have a drink with me keed. Come on, I no turn
you in, you just come have drink. The kid just
looked and felt sick inside. Nick was saying in
his ear, soft like — He's bad, that drunken Jesus
and he'll do anything for money — you're wanted
dead or alive across the border kid, go in the back
foom and cut some antelope steaks.
Jesus had
his arm around the kid. He stunk and his breath
dripped with mescal. Big forty-fives with horn
grips were sticking out front where they could be
thrown up fast. The kid felt hot then cold and
then sort of dizzy and kept saying he had to get
turtles for Nick. Nick would be sore. Yeh, Nick
u°uld be real sore. I'll see you tomorrow and buy
y°u a drink. Any kind of a drink, Jesus, any kind.
AH you want to drink. Lots of it. Yeh. You can
^cn have Christmas dinner with me Jesus — yeh,
Christmas dinner.
He was running fast. The wind was cool on
APRIL, 1941

his face. He saw the Line and all the people
going back and forth. He couldn't get his breath.
If he could get to the flood ditch he'd catch his
breath and that big greasy Mexican could shoot
his heart out. It wasn't far.—The sharp bark of
those forty-fives with the horn grips sounded like
cannon in his ears. He lurched but didn't feel a
thing. Then a sharp bite in his back — right at
his belt — and his belly felt funny. It was hot in
side of him, hot lead. The hotest. He cursed the
greasy hand that pulled those big forty-fives with
the horn grips. His head hit the wall of the
flood ditch and he swore. He wished Nick
would come and get him before he died. He'd
die for sure, but he didn't want to die in the dirt,
there by the flood ditch. He'd give Jesus that
Christmas dinner and all the mescal he could
drink — in hell he'd give it to him, in hell. If
only he could have gotten across the Line. What
would he have for desert? What would he have
for desert? He'd have tequilla, shrimps, turtle
soup, greens and antelope steak. Damn that dirty
greaser. Desert. Desert. He rolled over slowlike and blood came out of his mouth. For desert,
he thought. For desert .... mangoes with wine
sauce. Yeh. That's it. Mangoes with wine
sauce, and he rolled over.

COMPLIMENTS OF

900
TAXI COMPANY
MT. VERNON, OHIO

The Alcove
• Restaurant

• Candy Shop

• Soda Grill
11

A Poem

ELEGY
How many winters, conscious of the snow,
Has the cabinet held you, bending easy
Arms to your polite corner;
How many summers, lingering in the grass,
Furnishing a close companion to your sleep ?
To you awakened on your cushions, silence
Lies beside you, all sharp words
Turned away: the coil of flowers, the press
Of men curious above your intimate closet,
And the psalter, spending its hope in black.
The stirring of muscles in your lovely hand
Finds no passage from the box; and your eyes,
Involved in their study, measuring the hard bed
which is your nest, predicate tears
At the years and the night of your kingdom.
The scout that travels this insensible road,
Missing its signalling leaf, returns
To serenade you, reading the ancient passionists;
Your hair on the pillow, unconscious of devasta
tion,
Themes the melody, advance and tender question.
Close to the memory of your luxurious face
Lies the gentle fibre, ministering to the assault,
And the clothes that soften the wood, restrained
By your rigor and protesting palms
Which lift the moss and embraces regularly.
There is no pride in the reclining chest;
Only the flush of chemical green along
The paleness of your flesh, and the arms' recession
Betray the potential charge and genius
Of the suitor within your door.
THEODORE MILLER.
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Book Reviews
5 YOUNG AMERICAN POETS. New Directions
Press, $2.50.
(Authors: Randall Jarrell, George Marion
O'Donnell, John Berryman, Mary Barnard,
W. R. Moses.)
This is a book of poems by five very modish
young poets. It may be said that they are perfect
ly trained. They know exactly what the modern
poet must utter and they have trained themselves
to say it in a faultless tone. However, I regret to
point out, that it is a little out-of-date, a little
pre-war already. George Marion O'Donnell,
speaking through the mask of the late-dead Mr.
Yeats is the least bit dated. Mr. Jarrell, in the
Oxford-socialist accents of Mr. Auden is just mild
ly reminiscent of yesterday's newspaper.
Mr. Jarrell has, for instance, A Poem for
Someone Killed in Spain, but who remembers
Spain? His best poem (one printed in The Kenyon Review) ends with this stanza:
From the disintegrating bomber, the mer
cenary
Who has sown without hatred or under
standing
The shells of the absolute world that
flowers
In the confused air of the dying city
Plunges for an instant of incandescence,
acquiesces
In our death and his own, and welcomes
The fall of the western hegemonies.
What he says is perfectly true (although some
what inferior to Spengler), but it has been the
manner to cry havoc, uniting the best keening of
Mr. Eliot and Mr. Auden. For the past ten or
I1 fteen years, the poets have stood frozen with
horror at the logical processes of history. They re
peated their horror with a fright and self-hypnosis
never seen before. They had nothing else to say.
[Continued on Page 14)
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PRESENTING MOONSHINE, by John Collier.
The Viking Press. $2.50.
Mr. John Collier is not the Satirist of the Age,
but he is an author of parts, one of the cleverest
men alive. This is the impression he effects in his
new book of short stories, a collection of twentyfour tours-de-force.
His ingredients are a smooth set; they com
bine differently in nearly every story in a sophisti
cated manner surprising even in this century of
sophisticated literary manners. It is perhaps even
more polished than Evelyn Waugh, although the
satire it hides is never so strong. In John Collier
stories there are always the most outrageous hap
penings, often having to do with demons or spirits
of some kind. This is naturalized by an unassum
ing prose that is actually done with a superb fin
ish. It is always surprising how much elegance
Mr. Collier can manage in a simple sentence. Fin
ally, the whole story will be directed with a kind
of irony that cannot be matched. If the devil
were to try his hand at moral fables, they would
be something like this.
Mr. Collier, in fact, has a great deal to tell
about devils, and some of the best stories of an
earlier book published in England, The Devil and
All, are reprinted in this collection. Nearly all
of the stories, however, contain some sort of vio
lence and some kind of fatal humor. Take, for
instance, the case of Henry Fraser, who believed
that nearly everything was done with the aid of
mirrors, especially the Indian Rope Trick. He be
comes the subject of a shocking and thorough
homicide. Almost the same thing happens to Mr.
Simon Carter in a different way, because he re
fuses to learn plain facts from his small son. The
most frightening stories in the book, however are
two called Green Thoughts and Bird of Prey.
Nevertheless, Mr. Collier's greatest delicacy is
(Continued on Page 14)
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YOUNG POETS
(Continued from page 13)
Now at last, the time of the disintegrating bomber
and the "explosive triumphs of a new architec
ture" have come. The poet has nothing left to
say but "I told you so," which is a rather unlyrical idea and perfectly obvious.
This is, of course, an unjust simplification, but
it is an example. It is clear in poem after poem
in this book that none of these five is in any sense
a poet of originality. What they say is, of course,
varied: Miss Barnard talks in an imagist manner
about an "abandoned wharf extended into wind,"
Mr. Berryman about, "the great planes. . . car
riers of death," Mr. Jarrell, "Of sheeted contin
ents, a calendar of woe," Mr. Moses of "the
white old gulls, the brownish young gulls," Mr.
O'Donnell of, "The dying pontiff, hearing ma
chine-guns." There are minor pieces of originality,
new variations and different images, but the read
er forever has the sense that these young poets
have borrowed the voices of Auden and Eliot,
Stevens, Pound, and even Frost. They are clever
translators and that is all. It is easy to imagine
them in the 18th century writing formal couplets
to the strict dictates of taste and good sense.
The question is not to be analyzed, or even
stated in a hasty manner, but we seem to have
come to the end of an inter-bellis period of poetry.
These five poets are the echo of the modes and
manners of writing that were popular in that time.
Like vultures, the poets have fattened for a long
time on a vision of the destruction of the world
and its prologue in Spain. It may be now that in
the rebirth of patriotic nationalism, the manner
will become more naive. A set of Kiplings or
Rupert Brookes may displace the outdated doleful-and-foreboding school.
ROBIE MACAULEY.
MOONSHINE
(Continued from page 13)
reserved for a class of somewhat smug young
men who are usually authors. A story about one
of them begins:
"There was a certain Ambrose, who was proud
of his superior profile and his superior taste. His
14

wife was supposed to be a testimony to both. She
was a honey-blonde with a wide mouth and a
bewitching eye, better than a bowl of strawberries
and cream, but she was too simple to be fit for any
but an adoring role, and this was what he assign
ed her. He managed, however, to teach her to
demand sherry and to sneer at cocktails and some
times she wondered if she was sighing for a
Manhattan." These young men are usually very
much too clever for themselves and end up com
pletely betrayed or imprisoned in, perhaps, a
bottle.
Then, there is a class of sincere and poetic
young men like Albert Barker, who fell in love
with a wax dummy, or Roger Paston who bought
a real, living sleeping beauty and made the mis
take of waking her. Their ruin is sad but in
evitable.
One or two of the stories, such as one called
Mary, are quite ordinary, but all of them are full
of a special and lavish wit. It is not quite a satiric
wit, but a kind of subtle and unsparing irony that
no other author has. The copyrighted manner
isms of the New Yorker are wearisome beside it.
Presenting Moonshine is a work of the purest,
most ironic, most ingenious, and most ephemeral
kind of joking, Caviar to the General.
ROBIE MACAULEY.
THE KENYON REVIEW, Vol. Ill, No. 2 Pages
209 - 220, Spring 1941. Kokosing Press.
Delmore Schwartz is still a very young man
and worthy of tolerance; I can speak honestly
even after reading his paper in this spring's Kenyon Review, called boldly "The Isolation of Mod
ern Poetry." I would not be so unfair to insinuate
my irrelative distaste for his misspelling, his
poetry, or his tastes into this comment on his essay;
that would be to forget he is young.
His first point is made in the first two pages
that a poet has to put up with an audience full of
inflexible convictions. That this is the case is
used to defend the obscurity of some modern
poems. It is argued that a poet like other thinkers
possessed with longundusted thoughts has the in
tellectual inertia of his audience to contend with.
This presumes (1) that the poet has something
(Continued on page 16)
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KENYON REVIEW
(Continued from Page 14)
new to say, or at least something that the public
doesn't know about (but even Sweeney learns
more about Plato the morning after than a bright
freshman can learn about Plato in one of Mr.
Schwartz's poems), (2) that the poet can expect
no more from his audience than if they were no
more than moviegoers (but the average movie
goer is too bright to enjoy Mr. Schwartz's poetry),
and, subsequent to (2), (3) that therefore the
poet must retire, say a hearty Entsagung every
night, just before not neglecting to write down all
the nonsequiturischen tropes and images that have
occured to him during the day.
Mr. Schwartz, with an extraordinary sureness,
has chosen one of T. S. Eliot's loosest terms—
"sensibility"— (in the context from Eliot: "It ap
pears likely that poets in our civilization, as it ex
ists at present, must be difficult. Our civilization
comprehends great variety and complexity, and
this variety and complexity, playing upon a refined
sensibility, must produce various and complex re
sults"), and one of Eliot's least defensible state
ments to use as the mainspring of his argument
(by giving Eliot the doubtful credit of having
stated implicitly) : that the modern poet has been
very much affected by the condition and the cir
cumstance that he has been separated from the
whole life of society." "Society" in this definition
is meant to consist entirely in victims of our still
mechanistic world created by 19th century science.
Poor William Blake Schwartz uses as a case of
a poet perceiving, as Schwartz conceives alto
gether preciously, "the break between intellect and
sensibility" [!] in his "rage against Newton and
Voltaire." These two well meaning men are
shamelessly identified with the bogeys of late-18th
century physical-science, Darwin and the others.
Newton and Voltaire are identified with modern
(I mean Einsteinean) science at the same time;
Schwartz implies a continuous battle: Blake
against Newton, Yeats against Helmholtz, and
himself (!), no doubt, against Planck.
In the first place Newton and Voltaire in their
first great successes with Reason can be excused
for their enthusiasm "to take phenomena by
storm, as Goethe put it. Blake was able to see
(Continued on page 25)
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Paul Henissart

Roberto: A Dark Sketch
I must not only punish but punish with im
punity. A wrong is unredressed when retribution
overtakes its redresser. —POE.
It has to start jailing any minute, he thinks.
But when the traffic-light flashes green he knows
it is time to cross the street. He has been standing
in the doorway of this spaghetti restaurant wait
ing for rain. In his mind he has already seen it
plunge out of the dark, New England sky. It is
bound to come. Clouds have pressed down on
the cramped city all of the long, cold morning.
Once the storm breaks, he knows what must hap
pen. The noon-hour tangle of traffic and busi
ness-men must be driven off the dull, chill streets
so then he can make the trip across the city to
South Station without being recognized. He is
still uneasy about that. The money is in his breast
pocket but he cannot start to congratulate him
self, much less take the risk of walking through
the streets of downtown Boston where any police
man can recognize his face, until he has boarded
the train to New York; not until then will he be
safe.
Nevertheless, when the traffic-light flashes
he knows it is time to cross the street or the train
will leave without him on. Besides, it has to start
falling any minute, he says to himself.
By this time there are not many people at the
intersection and those few whom he sees have
°pened black-ribbed umbrellas or, shivering they
stand and watch the bleak clouds from which the
fain must fall. Then, as he is crossing, he sees on
the sidewalk opposite, standing in the sickly wind,
a crippled shoeshine talking to a man. The shoeshine is Roberto. He recognizes him by the wood
en-leg.
They stand in the baked yard, glaring.
\
Roberto says. I tell him. You steal three
dolla?s, my money?
APRIL, 1941

—Sure he tells me. Si, si, says Pop. To pay
back the dirty money that you waste drinking, lay
ing in town.
—I want it back, Pop. Make him. You can.
It is mine.
—He has been lying to your face, the little brat.
Vittorio says it quickly, triumphantly, pressing his
dark palms together in the shade of his back while
feeling the summer heat shimmer upward from
the unsteady white ground. —It was to pay a debt,
he says.
—Make him give it back. Then, screaming in
delighted vindication, he jumps up and down on
the cracked white floor of the yard. —You see?
He did steal it!
—I had to, I had . Or else they would have
got me. Twice I wanted to borrow it; and, Pop,
he would not lend three dollars to his brother.
—I tell you more than twice, Pop says slow
ly, to leave off the fellows, imbracioni, and the
whores. Now this time, listen. You will work
in the field all week and on Sunday you will go
to Mass and stay at home the rest of the day. You
are sixteen but I am still old enough, he declares
furiously, knowing that what he says, as he actual
ly says it, is a lie; but he is desperate because of
what is happening to figliulo Vittorio, and he has
to do it: his customs are inflexible.
After the blow, he walks quickly toward the
frame house. Vittorio helplessly starts to follow,
but for one second he stops, and wheeling about,
shakes his dark fist at Roberto who is standing
very still in the throbbing sunlight watching him.
The light beats down on the yard and breaks over
their frames, long shadows creeping over the hot
stark ground. — Remember, Roberto, I will not
forget, he threatens, all the darkness gone out of
his face which, in that solitary vengeful instant,
poses white and stony in the yellow sunlight.
Remember, Roberto, I will not forget how be17

cause of your informing, 1 was given a blow. 1
would have paid back the three dollars, only you
did not want to wait. So for three dollars, you
informed. It is not yet one o'clock. He has time.
The other man, he observes, has said goodbye and
alone hobbling on his one good leg and the ashgray wooden-leg in the darkening wind, searching
for customers among the few men passing by. Yes,
he sees that he has time and that the setting is
suited to his plan. After forty years he will be
avenged for the blow. First, however, he has to
make sure. So, very casually, he steps up to the
crippled shoeshine and says, "A good shine,
italiano. I am going to New York on business."
In a flash the shoeshine glances up from his
stool, but Vittorio waits tensely, and he does not
say anything except, "Sure, boss." He lowers his
dark head and starts to rub the tan shoes with a
greasy cloth. It is only when he has finished oil
ing and polishing them that he makes a sign. Vit
torio is puzzled that Roberto has not recognized
him during this time, and starts to realize that the
consummation of the revenge will not be as
simple as he thought, when, upon digging in his
pocket for some change, he finds the shoeshine's
wet fingers tightening about his sleeve and the
same round dark face pressing into his.
"It is no use. It is not ten cents, Vittorio," the
shoeshine whispers. "I want more than ten cents.
Yes, you are recognized. Remember the three
dollars? They have grown — to twenty-five. I
want it quickly, do you understand, Vittorio, be
cause you can pay it and I will kill you if you
don't pay it back."
The sea of clouds rolling overhead grumbles a
last warning, contracts in a final rumble of prep
aration. Moaning, the wind swirls through the
streets a last time, then is gone, leaving a vacuum
— a hollow exists in downtown Boston, secreting
terror and a strange awareness. There is no light
but just a sort of gray invincibility in which they
regard each other without emotion, with hatred.
"You want me to give you twenty-five dol
lars," says Vittorio. He repeats it, incredulously,
for it is just this which he had planned, to pay
back the money he had stolen long ago in the form
of stolen money; so that it is hard for him to credit
this fact, that Roberto is unconsciously hastening
18

the consummation of the revenge by asking for
the money. He is too immersed in his part to
see the actual danger.
In order to make it natural, he hesitates, de
manding, "Why do you need it?"
"That signor I was talking to — did you see
him? Buona. He is an inspector and he says
that without this city permit I cannot shine shoes
— it is not allowed."
"It costs twenty-five dollars?"
"Si. I want it quickly." Roberto looks at
him suspiciously. "Vite. Having been a cripple
since I fell off that horse, I am not strong but just
the same I shall kill you if you don't pay."
It is this mention of the horse that is respon
sible. When he hears it Vittorio steps back aghast as if he had struck at dead flesh knowing
in his sudden despair and rage that it will fail,
the revenge can never be consummated, that he
attempted it once and through impotency brought
about his own near-destruction and that this time
instead of being accomplished, the revenge will
work against and finally destroy him; yet he real
izes, too, that now and always, he will be power
less to halt the execution of his own doomed plan.
He exclaims, "You cannot threaten, Roberto, that
will not work," because he wants Roberto to say
what he knows he must say.
"I cannot prove anything, but if you do not
pay I shall kill you. I remember how outside the
house when you were struck you said you would
not forget. I cannot prove that you tried after
ward to kill me by loosening the cinch of the sad
dle on our black horse, and that it was not your
fault if, instead of being killed when the horse
fell and the saddle slipped, I just had my leg
crushed under its belly; but it is so just the same.
Having heard it, Vittorio realizes it is a con
cept of time that has defeated him. Before his
amazed stare he has seen two places and ages,
powerless in their respective attributed spaces,
brought together into focus, merged by some
giant antagonizing force, as the positive and neg
ative of a picture in some dark laboratory, to re
sult in his defeat. He grasps Roberto's hand
nervously and says,
"Fratello, you are wrong. It is not true that I
loosened that cinch yet I cannot prove it. I see
HIKA for

you do not believe it . . . The money is another
matter. I have so long owed it to you. Here,"
handing it to him, knowing that although consum
mating the revenge, it will be responsible for his
defeat. He tries to smile. "So now, arivederci,
goobbye until next time."
"How is that?" Roberto is not smiling.
"Grazie, but we shall not meet, ever."
Thus, after forty years, it is accomplished, and
as he walks away hurriedly he should be able to
smile, but mention of the horse has reminded him
that he sought once to avenge himself on Roberto
and failed in the most hideous fashion, that in
stead of murdering he had crippled him.
When the significance of what he has done
descends on him he is tempted to break into a
run up the block, to flee from the horrible, enig
matic justice that has in the end outwitted him;
for he realizes that as soon as Roberto learns the
money is marked and wanted he will inform the
police. An informer. He makes this one last
effort by turning around and racing back to the
intersection, disregarding the halted traffic, how
the wind disappeared. At last as he sees the ashgray wooden-leg on the sidewalk opposite, shout
ing madly with the terrible strength of the betray
ed, "Basta, Roberto, it is enough," he steps out in
to the street.
In the stall it is a very hot, not so much with
the sunlight flowing in through the open door
way as with the soft, restless moving of the horse,
the droning of horseflies through the gaunt areas
of shadow, and especially the odor of limp hay
and dung quivering upward from the warm, white
floor. Before touching the saddle he stares
at the block of light in the door of the barn. He
dabs the sweat on his forehead, then, quickly, he
pulls up the stirrup-belt and loosens the cinch. The
horse turns its head to see what he is doing while
in the black, stifling heat above, horseflies whir
viciously.
Trying to move his leg, he finds he cannot for
the electric-sharp pain. A crowd has gathered;
Roberto's is the only distinctly focused face in the
circle of white masks staring down at him from
an indeterminate height. Perceptibly, Vittorio be
comes aware of the rain stinging his cowering
APRIL, 1941

face and of some voice in the crowd calling for an
ambulance. When he thinks of the stolen money,
gropes for it, he hears the satisfied grunt of the
policeman just behind him. He manages to over
come a wave of self-pity that breaks over him.
He looks straight up at the dark clouds, full of
anger, and feels the rain-smeared pavement under
him.

FERRO METAL FINISHES
BOTH ORGANIC & INORGANIC

If you want the highest quality finish for
your metal parts, write for information

Ferro Enamel Corp.
4150 E. 56th St.
CLEVELAND, OHIO

CAFE
MONACO
FOR THE BEST CONTINENTAL FOOD
Try the famous Monaco Spaghetti with
Frank's Sauce.
THE NEXT TIME YOU'RE IN CLEVELAND DROP
IN AT MONACO'S RESTAURANT IN THE HANNA
BLDG. AND MEET FRANK.

OTHER KENYON MEN WILL BE THERE
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THE RIVER
(Continued from Page 4)
would feel about it, as she would feel about an
apple with a tiny serpent hidden within. She
would watch him furtively, waiting for the ser
pent to thrust out its head.
May despite her honey-coloured hair and near
sighted eyes, was more wise in the way of men
than yesterday's outburst indicated, and George
knew it. She would bide her time to throttle the
snake that they had bred between them. She
would recover her patience, and her patience was
superior to the vicious lunges and surreptious
feedings of snakes in the depths of withdrawal,
by which men struggle to recover their lost free
dom, and patience was a powerful weapon.
George felt this; he did not underestimate the
qualities which May would summon in her effort
to hold, and in doing, make him acquiesce. May
had made a mistake yesterday. Today she would
recover as much as possible of the lost ground.
George stood looking out across the hills, try
ing to think objectively about May. He reviewed
the past in his mind rapidly. It was true that he
loved May in the past, perhaps he loved her still.
He had been tender and passionate, he desired
her, and at the same time repelled her, because she
gave herself to him too completely. He could not
understand why he did so, except, perhaps, he did
not understand himself, certainly not May, really.
He thought to himself: Love is an intricate
and cunning thing; its catalytic action on people
differs. He saying to M!ay that he loved her, had
nothing to do with what he actually felt. How
could one put emotion to the test of words and
hope to reveal it? He felt that he felt, and feel
ing, communicated what he felt to May.
George did not know how much May was
wise in these things. Their discussions were some
thing else, above and apart from the life she lived;
the questions which he hated were questions in
duced by himself, as irrelevant as the answers
which he gave. They had, insofar as May was
concerned, nothing much to do with their rela
tionship. What George felt, he communicated
to her, and she felt simply in return. Rarely did
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she ask George what was not in his power to
give. Yesterday she had, and May realized as she
lay watching George that she might have lost him;
the day perhaps would tell. And George thought
she had forgotten yesterday.
May, while he gazed out across the river, wait
ed, and waiting, smoothed her hair and rubbed
her heavy eyelids. She lay quietly and waited.
George, however, turned and walked past her
to the door. As he passed, he wrinkled his nose
at her, and smiled. A sign, that May understood,
that George had something on his mind, and did
not want to be disturbed. She sighed. She could
. hear George going from the cottage to the river.
In a moment she heard him splashing in the water.
George, freed of her presence, was playing like
a schoolboy in the river, when she arose at last to
prepare their breakfast.
3
Meanwhile, George, aroused by the cold water
to act of violence, floundered about, plunging in
the pool, swimming with short strokes for several
feet at a time, then allowing the current to bear
him downstream until he bumped and scraped in
the shallows. He placed his lips close to the
water's surface and blew, making long blasts of
noise that echoed in the woods.
He saw May appear, laughing, on the sleeping
porch to watch him, and he was suddenly grate
ful to her, without relenting in his attitude. He
squatted in the water up to his armpits and splash
ed towards her with his hands.
May, come on down," he shouted, "The
water's wonderful!"

and took a piece of toast from her fingers, and ate
it.
"Pig!" she cried, and made to slap his hands.
He laughed at her, and went on eating. Suddenly
he looked at her out of the corner of his eye.
"You know, May," he said, "I'm thinking of
going back to town, today."
It was here, it came as easily as that. May
was glad, in a sense, that if it came, it had come
so easily. It gave her a chance to cover up her
feelings, to reveal no more than she could help, to
allow him to go away if he liked, casually.
"You know, I was thinking," he said, "As a
matter of fact, I've been thinking ever since you
said it, about women being like the river out there,
and men like the stones in its bed. I suppose in a
sense its true, but only in a sense. A few minutes
ago I was in it, I did what I wanted to do with
it — "
"Don't forget, Darling, its still there," she in
terrupted, sparring for time. So this was it. She
wished she hadn't said it, she didn't want to dis
cuss it with him. If he were going away, let him
go quickly and not stop to set her right. If he
were going, let him go quickly.
He looked at her from under his wet hair. She
felt a desire to laugh, gone as quickly as it had
come.
"True," he said, "It'll be there after we go
away for that matter. I'm not so much interested
in the fact, as I am in why you said it."

He hastily left the water, and ran towards the
cottage. He came in drying himself with a towel,
his Aesh red, and firm.

He waited for her answer. May poured the
coffee carefully before answering. She began to
feel a little angry; she had said something ap
parently that hadn't much sense to him, and he
chose to argue about it, before going away. She
resolved to force the discussion into the open, to
clear the air.

May had begun to eat. She was watching him
covertly. He got into his robe and sat down be
side her. He seemed in great spirits, but she knew
the mood, and waited. He was getting his cour
se up about something. He suddenly reached out

"Let's not worry about it, Darling," she said,
"If its any consolation, let me say, that outside of
what I feel myself, I won't try to hold you if you
want to go. If you really want to, George, go.
Don't stay and argue."

May laughed, again.
Later, Darling. Breakfast's ready."
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He was taken back.
"I know that, May," he said.
He was surprised, and a little hurt; he hadn't
known it, and didn't believe it. He had his own
vanity, and May's attitude, after yesterday, was
bewildering.
"Is that all you have to say about it?" he said.

DRINK
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May looked at him steadily.
"I think so, George," she answered, and was
silent. She drank her coffee, and waited.
May, by the discarding of her analogy had dispensed with yesterday as if it had never occurred.
George recognized the finality of her tone and was
silent. He understood that the subject was closed.
For May, there was no problem, dispite her intro
duction to it; she had taken what he offered her,
and in return gave to him also. She believed es
sentially in the fundamental loneliness by which
an individual lived, and died; that it was, in a
sense, impossible for any complete union, and
faced it so, while he was merely afraid, and fret
ted, as he did now. Yet he revolved about pride
no less than she, except she had none in the sense
to which he was accustomed.
So for the time being, their relationship was at
a close. Communication had ceased on the level
to which their relationship was attuned. She saw
that, immediately, and now wanted him to go. He
must work this out for himself, she could not help
him; she relied upon her patience to work out his
fear, and only thus would she participate. He was
thinking of himself, and must be allowed to do
so. That was between them, and had become a
constant barrier.
"George," she said, when he did not say any
thing, "I wish you would go back. I want you
to. There's no good in your staying here now. Go.
If you feel that you want to come back, come back.
I will be here waiting."
He was both grateful, and annoyed. He was
not sure that he wanted to go, now. But there
was no mistaking May's sincerity. He decided to
go"Thank you, May," he said.
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THE LIGHT
(Continued from page 5)
support. He looked at the ads which lined the
space above the windows. "Don't use Gasoline for
Cleaning," "Retain the Form of Youth in Bloom,"
"Chew Double-Mint" (on two spaces), "Hoddick
laid is Taylor made" (for linoleum). A car pull
ed up on the right of the street-car and flashed a
blinding light on the face of the passenger, then
sped away. His face blanched, became wet. He
swallowed. His lips and chin quivered. A strange
grinding threw him forward, the air hissed out
of the brakes, and the street-car shivered to a
stop. He caught his breath, exhaled in relief
when he saw a stranger board. He rose, swung
to the head of the car, again lurched forward
when the conductor applied the brakes, paid his
fare, and dropped out of the door. The door
clashed behind him, the air hissed out of the
brakes, and the car ground slowly forward.
Onto the sidewalk and around a corner, down
the street, he sloshed. In an extremely slow but
determined step, he passed one of the few lights
lining the narrow street. The black paint on the
house side of the globe had chipped in places,
casting weird uncertain shadows against the sides
of the brown-stonehouses. The steady beams of
light, passing through the holes in the paint, were
reflected in the vacant, eye-like windows. The
drizzling wetted the ground, made the sidewalks
slimy, raised a fog of odors from the gutters. Still
horns honked and blared in the distance; a street
car rattled on its way to the city limits. Puddles
formed on the sidewalks; he sloshed slowly
through them. A car passed, slipped to a stop at
the corner and continued on its way in second.
His step slowed, became more hesitant; he
gazed openly in search of the elusive house num
bers. Selecting one, he stood before the steps of
the house, gazing out into the empty street. The
rain now dripping from the bare, sparsely budded
branches left him, huddled down in his coat, unwetted. His searching gaze, penetrating the thick
ening fog from one corner of the street to the
°ther, he slowly ascended the steps behind him.
Reaching the summit, he waited patiently, opened
(Continued on Page 28)
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METROPOLITAN OPERA
Association of New York. Edward Johnson, General Manager
Edward Ziegler, Asst. Gen. Manager, Earl R. Lewis, Asst Gen. Manager

APRIL 14 THRU 19 IN PUBLIC AUDITORIUM
MONDAY, April 14
MARRIAGE OF FIGARO
Sayao, Rethberg, Stevens, Brownlee Pinza,
Baccaloni. Ballet. Panizza
TUESDAY, April 15
TRISTAN UND ISOLDE
Flagstad, Thorborg, Melchior, Huehn,
Kipnis, Darcy. McArthur

FRIDAY MAT., April 18
DOUBLE BILL — CAV ALLERIA RUSTIC AN A
Milanov, Kaskas, Doe, Jagel, Warren.
Papi. Followed by
PAGLIACCI
Burke, Martinelli, Bonelli, De Paolis,
Valentino. Papi
FRIDAY EVE, April 18
BARBER OF SEVILLE
Sayao, Petina, Schipa, Baccaloni,
Brownlee, Cordon. Papi

WEDNESDAY, April 16
DAUGHTER OF THE REGIMENT
Pons, Petina, Baccaloni, Jobin D'Angelo,
Kent. Ballet. Papi

SATURDAY MAT., April 19
FAUST
Jepson, Browning, Kullman, Pinza,
Bonelli. Ballet. Pelletier

THURSDAY, April 17
DIE WALKUERE
Flagstad, Bampton, Thorborg, Votipka
Melchior, List, Huehn. Leinsdorf

SATURDAY EVE, April 19
RIGOLETTO
Tuminia, Castagna, Votipka, Landi, Tibbett,
Cordon. Ballet. Panizza

Mail Orders NOW for Single Operas, $1 to $6.
(If Ordering by Mail, Please Enclose Stamped Return Envelope)
UNION

BANK

OF

COMMERCE

Main Banking Lobby - E. Ninth at Euclid - Cleveland

SPIRIT OF ST. LEWIS
(Continued from Page 8)
rest of the way home. As soon as he came into
the house he went right up to his room and looked
at the name of the model airplane construction set
which he had been given for Christmas. The
name of it was T-H-E S-P-I-R-I-T O-F S-T.
L-O-U-I-S. He started to cry again because he
knew that he would never be able to explain the
situation now. It wasn't a question of telling
24

Miss Clemens Monday what had really happened,
and now he couldn't even go talk to Roger. Some
thing was the matter some where. He was right,
and Miss Clemenos and Roger were wrong. -But
then what about all that he had been told about
the teacher always being right? Were his parents
and the older people wrong ? What about all the
fun that he and Roger had had together ? Roger
wasn't his friend or he wouldn't have laughed at
him. Roger would probably look at his box to
(Continued on page 27)
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(Continued from Page 16)
beyond the phenomenal limitations Newton and
Voltaire necessarily and by their own enthusiasm
imposed on themselves; Yeats continued the job
against the offensive assertions of the 19th cent
ury physicists, like that of Lord Kelvin: that the
20th century would have no more to do than cal
culate the next decimal place. But scientists are
a different breed today; the mechanistic world is
breaking up noticeably. The romantic poet lost
his function at about the beginning of this century.
His ranks — in Hollywood, in New York, and
Paris — have thinned considerably.
Mr. Schwartz continues his argument by em
phasizing that there is an apparent "divorce be
tween culture and the rest of life," whatever that
means. He points out that Henry James went to
Europe because there the divorce "had by no
means reached the point which was unavoidable
in America."
He defends art-for-the-sake-of-art as still ten
able. Its greatest proponent Baudelaire he calls
"either the first or the typical modern poet." (!)
When he states quite unequivocably that the mod
ern poet's concern is "cultivating his own sen
sibility," I wonder if he is being serious. He of
fers a final proof that the modern poet has no
business in the world: when some one of their
group tried to characterize a banker or describe a
railway train he inevitably failed! The diction in
the sentence presenting this gem summarizes so
cruelly all Mr. Schwartz's previous looseness that
I blush to quote it.
Mr. Schwartz is confused on only one small
point. It is true we are not out of the mechan
istic woods: far from it. But even moviegoers learn
fast that culture ( a mistreated word) does not
have to be at odds with the society they know about. What do we think now of the movieplays
made twenty years ago, which expressed their
society perfectly then (remember the appraisals
of "The Birth of a Nation" and see it now) ? How
will "Gone With the Wind" (a good index of
society in 1938 but already a little florid even for
people with no "sensibility" in 1941) go over in
1960?
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There are a very few poets and a great number
of scientists together in advance of the rest of our
civilization working against the forces still trying
to keep dissociated society and culture, those
forces which have been attenuating for forty years.
Mr. Schwartz is a young man but he has been so
careless as to identify himself with a pretty des
perate group of poets: the Last Romantics.
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(Continued from Page 24)
night when he got home and then he would see
that Paul was right. If he didn't come over be
fore it got dark, then Paul would know that he
didn't really care whether the mess was straight
ened out or not.
He stopped sobbing, threw some cold water
on his face and went downstairs to get the buckets
to go out and help with the milking. As he came
into the kitchen he saw his mother and his sister
and he knew that his sister had told his mother about what had happened at school. His mother
called him over and said that she wanted to have
a talk with him. He knew that she would feel
the same way that every one else had felt and
that there was no use in trying to tell her how it
really was. What he was waiting for was for
Roger to come over and tell him that he had been
wrong. They were supposed to go skating to
gether after their chores were done in the morning.
Roger didn't come over, and Paul went to bed
at nine o'clock and began to sob. He was right,
but look what it had gotten him. Before he blew
out the light he took one last look at the airplane
set. It read on the box T-H-E S-P-I-R-I-T O-F
S-T. L-O-U-I-S. He threw it into the corner, turn
ed over, and cried all the harder.

REALLY ENJOY YOURSELF

Kenyon College
Book Shop
FEATURING THIS MONTH:

ROBERT FROST
LOUIS BROMFIELD
PRIVATE PRESS WORKS

HIKA:
8 Issues sent anywhere
in the world —
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THE LIGHT
(Continued from Page 23)
his top coat, thrust his hands into his suit coat
pockets, leaving his thumbs hooked over the edges.
The rain now wetted his shirt and tie. Beads of
rain, or prespiration, stood on his face. Strands of
black wet, shining hair fell forward over his
glistening forehead.
Withdrawing his hands from his coat-pockets,
he methodically forced back each heavily-knuckled
finger until the first joint cracked, then opening
his suit coat, slowly thrust his hands completely
into his pants' pockets. His drooping shoulders
fell along his arms in an unbroken line to where
his clenched hands rested. An occasional drop of
water fell from his hair and marked the soiled,
shaded color of his shirt. His pants, bulged by his
fists, creased horizontally, listlessly ringed his
ankles.
Suddenly, without warning, a blinding light
held him motionless. A hole appeared in his
shirt, soon encircled by red. A shattering blast
roared down the empty street ... the echo set
tled above it. Expressionless face, hands still in
pockets, curled, black, waving hair falling over
his forehead, an ever-increasing stream of red
seeping down his shirt, all slumped in the door
way.
The rain stopped; fog settled more thickly. A
car bumping on down the street, taillights bob
bing, slowed little at the cross-street, and lurched
around the comer in second. An occasional horn
bleated, and an uptown street-car throbbed along
on its last run towards town. The city slept.
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HOT AFTER HISTORY! It's Donahue of Pathe who follows the
news the world over with camera . . . with Camels! He's off again for
more exclusive pictures. Below, you see how Bob Donahue gets exclu
sive "extras" in his smoking. He smokes Camels, of course. Only Camels
give you those "extras" of slower-burning costlier tobaccos.

than the average of the 4 other
largest-selling brands tested —
less than any of them —accord
ing to independent laboratory
tests of the smoke itself

TT'S NEWS! Not the picture kind—but
A news of first importance to smokers.
Independent laboratory findings as to
Camels and the four other largest-selling
brands tested —the four brands that most
smokers who are not Camel "fans" now use
— show that Camels give you less nicotine
in the smoke. And, the smoke's the thing!
But that's only the start of the story!
Camel brings you the extra mildness, extra
coolness, extra flavor, and extra smoking of
slower-burning costlier tobaccos. Get
Camels your very next pack. Why not get a
carton —for economy and convenience?

CAMEL'S
SLOWER. WAY OF
BURNING IS ACES
FOR MY KIND
OF SMOKING.
EXTRA MILDNESS
AND A FLAVOR THAT
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K. J. Reynold!Tobacco Company. Winston-Salem. North Carolina
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"I'LL TELL YOU," said Bob when he got his picture taken (above),
"I smoke a good bit in my job. And my cigarette has to be more than
mild —it has to be extra mild. Camel is the one brand I've found that
gives me extra mildness and at the same time a flavor that doesn t
go flat on my taste."
Make Camels your next cigarette purchase. Enjoy that Camel flavor
with extra mildness and extra freedom from nicotine in the smoke.
By burning 25% slower than the average of the 4 other largestselling brands tested—slower than any of them—Camels also give you
a smoking pins equal, on the average, to 5 EXTRA SMOKES PER PACK-
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